By Acknowledging that
His Son Sent the Private
Lettersfromdudge Ross-

more to the

CHAPTER XV—(Continued.)

66 MUST apologlize for intrud-

ing at this unseemly hour,
sil said Stoti, “but time Is
pmiecious. The Senate meets

tomorrow to vote If
be done for Judge
be done tonight

“1 fail to see why you
self to me in this matter, sir,”

invthing is tr
Rossmore it must
address your

replied

Ryder with asperity.
“As Judge Rossmore's friend and
counsel, answered Stott, [ am im

pelled to ask your help at this critical

momeant

“The matter is in the hands «
United States Senate, sir re
Ryder coldly.

“They are against him ried Stott;
“not ¢ Senator I've spoken to holds
out a hope for him If he is
victed it will mean his deat} y
inch his life is leaving him
thing that can save him is the good
news ¢ the Senate’'s refusaj t
him g

Stott was talking s xcited ind
loudly that neither | nor Ryder
heard the low moan that can
the « where S

‘ ed R
J 4;» 5
fy the caller
A ended Hut
discouraged
inderstand it, they will vote
¥y part ines, and the p
in power s against him He's a
marked man You have the power t
p him

Heedless of Ryder's ges
rure of Impatience ne
When 1 left hig bedside tor

I promised to return to him

news; 1 have told him that th ate
ridicules the charges against I
I must return to him wit good
rews H 3 ery | t ght sir
He ed moment
glanced Shirls rection, and

slightly

she might

olS WOorse we

e s daughte i d
gudd eres
8 Wi g
eplic St
S <, questioning
~ I wtively Ry
de g of by
P .
S ‘ t come here tonight
to
No, s | i t He took from
k¢ the two which
je t 1d held them
out for R er's - y le
t from J Rossmore 1o you
said show you to bhe acquaintedq with

the fact that he ight the shares as
an nvestment—and 1id not receive
them as a bribe

Whe h caught & he letter
and he realized what they were, Ry
ae hanged color Instinctively his
ey« sought the drawer on the left
hand side of his desk. In a voice that
Was uUnna raily he asked

“Why d¢ t luce m btinre
the Senate?

It was too late.”” explained BS{ott,
handing them to the finanecier ‘1 re
ceived them only two dayvs ago. But if

forward and declare
effort to

you corme
Ryder made an
selt.

control him

‘n 4 nothing of the kind 1 re
fuse to move in the matter 'hat s
final And now, gir.” he added, raising
h voice and pointing to the le s

wish to know how comes it that

ya had in your }
respondence addressed to me?
“That I anr
Btott promptly
From whom did you
Ryder

while

ssession private eor-
answer replicd

receive these

letters?"' deman

Stott

S wWas Shirley

clutched at h 18 If she would

ated the q

108

“T must decline to answer, re

“I wish to make
The financier gazed at 1 )
ishment What could she know gbout
it, he w with
curiosity t«
to =ay B
that she w

ndered, and he waited
hear what

) was going
ut d

ly realize

as 1ke the blamu

upo? herself, of the conse-

quences to the =nccess of their cause,
This must be prevented at al! hazards,

even if another must

d, so

interrupting her fie 1idd  hastilyv to
Ryder

“Judge Rossmore’'s life and honor
are at stake and no false sense of
delicacy must cause the failure of my
object to save him These letters
were sent to me by-—-your son

“From my son!” exclaimed Ryder,

starting. Fer a moment he staggered
as if he had received a blow; he was
toc much overcome to speak or act
Then recovering himself, he rang a
bell, and turned to Stott with re-
newed fury:

“Sp." he cried, “this man, this
judge whose honor is at stake and

his daughter, who most likely has no
honor at stake, between then: “ave
made a thief and a lar of m) son!
false to his father, false to his party:
and you, sir, have the presumption 1o
come here and ask me to intercede for

T'o the butler, who entered, he

him
said: “See if Mr. Jefferson is still in
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illionaire

the house. If he is, tell him I would
like to see him here at once.”
The man disappeared, and Ryder

strode angrily up and down the room
with the letters in his hand. Then,
2 he said:
“And now, sir., 1 think nething more
remains to be said. |1 shal]l keep these
letters, as they are my property

turning abruptly on Stott,

As you please. Good night, sir
“Good night replied Ryder, not

glance at Shir-
to him that she

' eed where he had
T the room Ryder
His ceness of

jown as addressed

at they ave done to my
“Yes, replied Shirley, “it's the
hadn’t loved
helped the judge.

Jefferson

Ah, wt ver meet! She has
worked on his  sympathy and he—-he
ook letters for her sake, not

Oh, you make
sym-
1sed in splite of oneself;

must

for him! One's

[ feel sorry £ e pecple.”
replied fer grimiy, “sym-
} ften ness. Ah, there
turning to Jefferson, who
. room at that moment
You sent for me, father?”
Yes said Ryd sr.. holding ug

Have you ever seen these

re

Jeffers tnok the letters and ex-
amined en he passed them
back 1« r and said frankly

Yes, 1 K it of your desk
nd sent t m to Mr, Stott in the hope
hey we | hely Judge Rossmore's
CARe

Ryder restrained himself

from pro

weding olence only with
the grealest t His face grew
white as £ lips were com

Pressed - twitched convul
sively & eyes flashed dangerousl
i ‘ nother cigar to glve the in
1d  himself well

t the violent tremt

S AS

he 1t ¢ petrs:
the terrif strain he was under
‘Bo!” 1} said you deliberately sac-

rests to save this wom-

in's father 1 hear him, Miss Green?

Jefferson, my boy, 1t} k it's time vou
ind | ad a final accounting

Shirley a motion as if about
to withdraw He stopped her with a
gesture

“Please don't go, Miss Green As
the writer of my biography you are

sutficiently well acquainted with m)
family a ! warrant your beiig
present at the epilogue Besides |
want an cxcuse for Keeping my tem
Miss
Jefferson, he
sake, my boy.
little eccen-
But now we

per. BSit down Green

rning to
For
1 have overlnoked

went on
your mother's
your

tricities of character

have arrived at the parting of the
wavs—-vyou have gone too far The
one aspect of this business I cannot

lingness to sell
the sake of a

werlook is your wi
vour own father for
woman

“My own father,” interrupted Jeffer-
would not hesitate
sell me if his business and political
terests the sacrifice!”

Shirley attempted the role of peace-

son bitterly

warranted

maker Arpealing to the younger
man, she said:
“Please don't talk ke that, Mr

JTefferson Then she turned to Ryvder

sr “TI don't think

yvour son quite un-
Ryder, and, if you
don me, 1 don't think you quite
Do you realize that
I that
Judge Rossmore is almost at the point
of death and that favorable news from
tomorrow is perhaps the only
that can save him?"

sneerad Ryder, sr
as aroused your

derstands vou, Mr

will pa

derstand him

there is 12 mans life at stake

Senate
thing
“Ah. 1 see
“Judge Stott’'s
sympathy

“Yeg. 1-.1 confess my svmpathy is
aroused ! do feel for this father
whose life is slowly ebbing away—

whose strength is being sapped hour-

Iv by the thouglhit of the disgrace—the
njustice that is being done him! I do
feel for *he wife of this suffering
man'

“Ah, it's a complete pictur cried

Rvder mockingly. “The dying father,
the norrowing mother—and the daugn-
ter, what is she supposed to be do-
ing?

Bhe is fighting for her lfather’'s life,”
cried Shirley, “and you, Mr. Jefferson,
should have pleaded—pleaded—not de-
manded, It's no use trying to com-
hat your father's will.”

“8he is quite right, father. 1 should
have implored you 1 do so now. 1
ask vou, for God's sake, to help us!'”

Ryder was grim and silent. He rose
from his seat and paced the room,
puffing savagely at his cigar. Then he
turned and sald

“His removal is a political necessity.
1If he goes back on the bhench every
paltry justice of the peace, every petty
official will think he has a special

mission to tear down the structure
that hard work and eapital have
erected. No, this man has been espe-
clally conspicuous in his efforts to
block the progress of amalgamated
interests

“Ané so he must be sacrificed?”
1

cried Shirley indignantly.

“He is meddlesome man,” in-

sisted Ryder, "“and——’

“He is innocent of the charges
t against urged Jeffer-

“Mr. Ryder is not considering that

point,”” said Shirley bitteriy. “All he

can see is that it is necessary to put
this poor old man in the public pil-
16ry, to set him up as a warning to
others of his class not to act in ac-
cordance vitlx the principles of truth
and justice—not to dare to obstruct
the car of Juggernaut set in motion
by the money gods of the country!”
“It's the survival of the fittest, my

dear,” sald Ryder coldly.

“Oh!" cried Shirley, making a last
appeal to the financier's heart of
stone, “use your great irfluence with

this governing body for good, not evil!
‘rge them to vote not in accordance

with party policy and personal in-
terest, but in accordance with their
consciences—in accordance with truth

and justice! Ah, for God's sake, Mr.
Ryde don't permit foul .injus-
tice to blot the name of the highest
tribunal in the Western world!

Ryder laughed cynically

“By Jove! Jefferson, 1 give you
credit for having secured an eloguent
sdvocate!”

“Suppose,”’ went on Shirley, ignoring
his taunting comments, “suppose this

this

daughter promises that she wiii
never—never ses your son again—that
she will go away to some foreign
country!™

“No! burst in Jefferson, “‘why

should she? If myv father is not man

enough to 4o a simple act of justice
without bartering a woman's happi-
ness and his son's happiness, let him

find comfort in his self-justification!

LION v e MOUSE. o

irley Astonishes Ruder

line, faced the iwo men. pale and de-
termined. The time had come to reveal
the truth. The masquerade could go
on no longer. It was pot honorable
either to her father or to herself. Her
seif-respect demanded thiat she inform
the finrancier of her true identity.

1 cannot marry your son with these
liex upon my lips!" she cxied. “I can-
not go on with this deception. 1 told
you you did not know who I was, who
my peopie were. My story about them,
my name, everything about me is
false, «very word 1 have uttered is a
He, a fraud, a cheat! I would not tell
¥ou now, but you Lrusted me and are
willing to intrust your son's future,
Mour family honor in my keeping, and
I can’t keep back the truth from you
Mr. Ryder, 1 am the daughter of the
man you hate. ] am the woman vour
son loves. 1 am Shirley Rossmore!

' Ryder took his cigar
and rose slowly te his feet

“You?

“Yes

from his lips

You?' he stammered

yes, | am the Rossmore wom

an! Listen, Mr. Ryder Don’t turn
away from me. Go to Washington on
behalf of my father, and I promise
you 1 will never see your scn again
never, never!

‘Ah, Shirley!” cried Jefferson, “‘vou

don't Jove me!"”

“Yes, Jeff, 1 do; God knows I do!
But if 1 must break my own heart to
save my father I will do it

“Would you sacrifice my happiness
and your own?’

She raised her voice, and as she
£tood there denouncing the man of
money, her flashing eves and her head
thrown back., she looked like some
avenging angel defying one of the
powers of Evil

“Leave the room!” shouted Ryder,

beside himself, and pointing to the
door,
“Father!” cried Jsfferson. starting

forward to protect the girl he loved
“You have tricked him as you have
me!” thundered Ryder.

“1t i= your own vanity that has
tricked you!" eried Bhirley contemp-
tuously “You lay traps for yourself
and walk int« them You compel

everyone arcund vou to lie to vouy, teo
cajole you to praise you, to deceive
you! At least, you cannot accuse me
of flattering you. [ have never fawned
upon you as you compel yvour family
and your friends and vour dependents
to do. | have always appeaied to your
better na‘ure by telling vou the truth,
and in your heart wu know that 1 am
speaking ‘he truth now

“Go'" he con }
“Yes, let us go, § said Jef-
ferson

‘No, Jeff. 1 came
going alone

here alone and I'm
“You are not I shall go with you.
I intend to make you my

Ryder laughed scornfi

“No,” cried Shirley ‘Do
I'd marr an
deep a discredit to the

wife!”

you think
father iy as
humar

race as

She Makes

CHARLES KLEIN AND
ARTHUR HORNBLOW

a Final Ap-

peal to the Financier to

Sglve Her Father and B
Confesses
Rossmore

things packed No. she would stay
under this hated roof until! morning

and then take the first train 1o Wash-
ington. There was still chance that
the vole might be delayed, In whi
case she might yet succeed in winn.ug
ever some of the Benztors. She began
to gather her things together an
thus engaged when she heard a knock
at the aoor
“Who's there? sl
‘It's 1."* replied a 3
Shirley went to the door and

Shirley Left Her Place and Came Slowly Forward.

Said:

Shirley, ¢ompletely unnerved, made a
move toward the door, unable longer
to hear the strain she was under. She
tottered as though she would fall. Ryder
made a quick movement toward his
son and took him by the arm. Point-
ing to Bhirley he said in a low tone

“You see ! ow that girl pleads your
cause for you! 8She loves you, my
boy!” Jefferson started, ‘“‘Yes, she
does,"”” pursued Ryder, sr. “‘She’s worth
a thousand of the Rossmore woman.
Make her your wife, and I'll——""

“Make her my wife!” cried Jefferson,
joyously. He stared at his parent as
if he thought he had suddenly been
bereft of his senses

“Make her my wife?” he repeated in-
credulously

“Well, what do you say?"’
Ryder, sr

The young man advaneed
Shirley, hands cutstretched

demanded

toward

“Yea. yes, Shir—Miss Green, will
you?’' Seelng that Shirley made no
sign, he said &t now, father; 1

will speak to her later

“No, no, insisted
Ryder. he went
on: “Miss Green, my son is much af-
fected by your disinterested appeal in
nig behalf He-—-he—you can save him
from himself-—-my son wishes you-—he
asks you to become his wife! Ig it not
so Jefferson?”

“Yes, yes, my wife!”
again toward Shirley.
The gir! shrank back in alarm.

“No, no, no, Mr. Ryder, I cannot, I
cannot!” she cried.

tonight, at once!”

Addressing sShirley,

advancing

“Why not?’ demanded Ruyder, sr.,
appealingly. “Ah, don't decide has-
tly——"

Shirle;, her foce set and drawn and
keen menial distress showing in every

N

Addressing Ryder, She

“lI Wish to Make a Statement.”

“No happiness can be built on lies,
Jeff. We must build on truth or our
whole house will crumble and fall
We have deceived your father, but he
will forgive that, won't vou?' she said.
appealing to Ryder, “and vou will go
to Washington, you will save my
father's honor, his life, you will—7?"'

They stood face to face—this slim,
delicate girl battling for her father's
life, arrayed against a cold-blooded,
heartless, unscrupulous man, deaf to
every impulse of human sympathy or
pity. Since this woman had deceived
him, fooled him., he would deal with
her as with everyone who crosed his
will. She laid h>r hand on his arm,
pleading with him. Brutally, sav-
agely, he thrust her aside.

“No, no, T will not!"” he thundered.
“You have wormed yourself into my
confidence by means of lies and deceit.
You have tricked me, fooled me to the

very limit! Oh, how easy to see how
you have beguiled my son into the
folly of loving you! And vou—you

have the brazen effrontery to ask me

to plead for vour father? No! No!

No! Let the law take its course; and
now, Miss Rossmore—-you will please

leave my house tomorrow morning!”
Shirley stood listening +to what he
had to say, her face white, her mouth
quivering. At last the erigis had come.
It was a fight to the finish between
this man, the incarnation of corporate
greed, and herself, representing the
fundamental principles of right and
justice. She turned on him in a fury:

“Yes, T will leave your house to-
night! Do you think I would remain
another hour beneath the roof of a
man who is as blind to justice, as deaf
to mercy, as incapable of human sym-
pathy as you are!”

vour father is? No, I wouldn't marry
the son of such a merciless tyrant!
He refuses to lift his voice to save my
father. I refuse to marry his son!

She turned on Ryder with all the
fury of a tiger:

“You think if you lived in the olden
days you'd be a Caesar or an Alex-
ander. But you wouldn't! You'd be a
Nero—a Nero! Sink my self-respeet
10 the extent of marrying into your
family!” she exclaimed contemptuous-
ly. “Never! 1 am going to Washing-
ton without your aid. I am going to
save my father if 1 have to go on my
knees to every United Stateg Senator.
I'll go to the White House. I'll tell
the President what you are! Marry
your son—ne, thank you! No, thank
you!”

Exhausted by the vehemence of her
passionate outburst, Shirley hurried
from the room, leaving Ryder speech-
less, staring at his son.

CHAPTER XVIL

When Shirley reached her rooms she
broke down completely, she threw
herself upon a sofa and burst into a
fit of violent sobbing. After all, she
was only a woman, and the ordeal
through which she had passed would
have taxed the strongest powers.ef en-
durance. 8he had borne up courage-
ously while there remained the faintest
chance that she might succeed in mov-
ing the financier to pity, but now that
all hopes in that direction were shat-
tered, and she herself bad been or-
dered harshly from the house like an

ordinary malefactor, the reaction set
in, and she gave way freely to her
long pent-up anguish and distress.

Nothing now could save her father—
not even this journey to Washington,
which she determined to take, never-
theless, for, according to what Stott
had saia, the Senate was to take a
vote that very night.

She looked at the time—11 o'clock.
She had told Mr. Ryder that she would
leave his house at once, but on reflec-
tion it was impossible for a girl alone
to seek a room at that hour. It would
be midnight before she could get her
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ing it. found' Jefferson on the threshold
He made no attempt to enter, nor
did she invite him in He looked
tired and careworn
“Of course, you're not going t
night? he asked anxiously My
father did not mean tonight
“No, Jefl,”” she said wearil;
night. It's a little toc late I
realize it. Tomorrow morning
He seemed
his hand:
"Good-night, dearest—;
girl. You made a spl
It didn't do muct
plied in a disheartened,
“But it set him
Joined Jefferson No
tv my father like that
him good. He's still march
down the llbrary. chewing the ¢
Noticing Shirley’'s tired face and h
eyes, with great black
neath, he stojped short
“Now don’t 4o any more packing to-

reassured and held out

circles under-

g
night.,” he se'd “Go to bed and n
the mornirg 11l come up and help
you. Good night!

“Good uight, Jeff.” she

He went downstairs, and after doing
some more packing she went to hed
But it was hours before she got ‘o
sleep, and then she dreamed that she
saw Ryder siddenly rise and denounce
himself before 1the astonished Senators
as a perjurer and traitor to his coun-
try, while she returned to Massapeque
with the giad news that her father was
acquitted

Meantime, a solitary figure remained
in the library, pacing to and fro like
a lost soul in Purgatory Mrs. Ryder
had returned from the play and gone
1o bed, serenely oblivious of the drama
in real life that had been enacted ut
home, the servants locked the house
up for the night and still John Bur-
kett Ryder walked the floor of his
sanctum, and late into thessmall hours
of the morning the watchman going
his lonely rounds, saw g light in the
library and the restless figure of his
emplover sharply silhouetted against
the white blinds.

For the first time in his life John
Ryder realized that there was some-

smiled.

She Is
s Daughter

e w »
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fe Ea a 1
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€ Was. now
A ilds love ar i
world What od
me, after o
8 4 punishme the
erests had

0 r e had bloc
game, ¢ had done only w s
ocath, his ymmandea n D.
Such a girl dd
not have -
father Ah, s .
daughter he e et-
ler man, If ‘ is
respect and affection ier
pondered long and hie
more he ruminated t -

nviction grew ug hir 1A he

girl was right and he was wrong. Sud-

) he looked at his watch. It was
lock. Roberts had t him that
would be an all night session and

vote would probably not be
until very late. He unhooked
ephone and calling “oentral,”
r “long distance” and conneg-
Washington

It was seven o'clock when the maid
entered Shirley's room with her break-

it a

fast and she found its occupant up
and dressed.

“Why you haven't been to bed,
Miss!” exclaimed the girl, looking at

the bed ia the room which
ned scarcely turbed.
Theresa couldn’t sleep.”

a cup of tea she
“I must catch that nine o'clock
to Weashington. I didn't finish
pecking until nearly three.'

Can ] do anything for you. Miss?’
the maad Shirley was as
ar with the servants as with the
rest of the household.

train

inquired

No,” answered Shirley, “there are
mly a few things to go in my suit

e. Will you nlease have a cab here
n half an hour?”
e mald was about to zo when she
ly thought of something she had
rgotien. She held out an envelope
which she had left lying on the tray.
“Oh, Miss, Mr. Jorkins said to give
nd master wanted to see
as you had finished your

re open the envelope and

took t the contents. It was &

cheque able to her order for 35,000
nd sigr John Burkett Ryder

A ep flush covered the girl's face

us = s I money—a fiush of

an e than of pileasure

an who had insulted her, who
had wronged her father, who had
r from his home, tBought he
gold at her and
her pay as one sel
a servant discharg
impertinence. She would have
money—the work she had
wme she would make him a present of
She replaced the cheque in the envel-
ope and passed it back to Theresa
and tell him

ler send
s haughtily wi

Give this to Mr. Ryder
I cannot see him.”

But Mr. Ryder said—"
girl

Please

insisted th

message as 1
imanded Shirley with au
annot see Mr. Ryder.

ew, but she
door
and Mrs

deliver my

had
was

when it
Ryder rushed

i tnocking She was all
Austered wit excitement gnd in su«
a hurrv that she had not even stopped
to arra her to
My dear Miss Green she ga i
What's this | hear—going away sud-

giving me waming”
ngaged by t2® month re-
dryly

I know. 1 was think-
I've grown so used w

plied Shirley
I know, dear

ng of

ing of myself

vou—how shall I get on without you—
no one understands me
do. Dear me! The whole house iz up-
set Mr. Ryder pnever went to bed at
all last night Jefferson is golng away,
too—~forever, he threatens. If he hadn’t
come and woke me up to say good-by,
I should never have known vou intend-
ed to leave us. My boy's going— you're
going—evervone's deserting me!’

the way vyou

Mrs. Ryder was not accustomed to
such prolonged flights of oratory and

she sank exhausted on a chair, her

eyes fllling with tears

(To Be Continued Next Sunday).
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